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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 




Tom Dobson was born in Portland, 
Ore., August 17, 1890. His father 
was English by birth, while on his 
mother's side he came from an 
old line of Southern people — the 
Windstones of Virginia and the 
Berry family of Kentucky. 

He early showed a strong musi- 
cal impulse, and when he was eight 
years old achieved local celebrity as 
leading boy soprano in the choir of 
Trinity Church. Meanwhile he be- 
gan the study of piano and voice. 
His fame as a boy soprano spread 
and at the age of ten he went to 
San Francisco, where for two win- 
ters he sang in the choir of Grace 
Church. 
After this he went to Washington, D. C, as soprano in St. John's Church. 
At the age of thirteen he returned to his home in Portland, Oregon, to com- 
plete his high school education, and while resting his voice studied piano 
and organ with Mr. Edgar Coursen. 

When sixteen he removed to Berkeley, California, where he studied piano 
with Mr. Wallace Sabin, and singing with Mrs. Jesse Taylor. During the 
four winters he spent in Berkeley he gave much time to the study of French, 
Italian and German, and throughout his life his intimate knowledge of Eng- 
lish and Continental literature was a constant source of surprise and delight 
to his friends. 

In September, 1911, he came to New York where he studied piano and 
composition with Howard Brockway, while also continuing his vocal studies. 
In May, 1913, Tom went to Europe, returning in October. He gave his 
first New York recital at the Punch and Judy Theatre on March 15, 1914, 
playing his own accompaniments and singing many of his own compositions. 
His children's songs seemed to reach the hearts of his listeners more diredUy 
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perhaps than any others. His clear did:ion, his power of interpretation and 
individual charm won him a unique place; while his abounding good-nature, 
his rare sense of humor and generous use of his gifts soon brought him a 
large circle of friends to whom he endeared himself by his remarkable 
memory, his wide and intimate knowledge of both music and letters and 
his sheer likableness. 

In New York on November 25, 1918, after an illness of but a few days, 
his bright singing spirit passed on. 
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IN MEMORIAM 

TOM DOBSON is dead! As I write the quaint boyish name that 
never completely defined or expressed him, it seems impossible that only 
a week ago he made his little part of the world radiant with his unique per- 
sonality, for he brought a buoyant soul with him into the world, and he was 
before all else, a giver of joy. 

As singer, as composer, and as his own accompanist, he was known only 
to a few hundreds in a few cities East and West, but by those hundreds he 
will be remembered longer than many a great artist whose grave is sur- 
mounted by a towering monument of marble. 

With a voice of no intrinsic beauty he had the power to make the speech 
of his songs music, and the songs themselves something altogether rare and 
lovely. 

A sense of humor is perhaps a dangerous gift to a singer unless he uses it 
discreetly — a so-called ** comic song'* being frequently the lowest form of 
art; but Tom Dobson's sense of humor was of an exclusive sort that belonged 
to him alone. One could laugh again and again at his perfedlly irresistible 
musical (and always musicianly) pranks! There was the most delicious 
humor in his face, in his voice, in his fingers; indeed, his very body was 
eloquent with mischief when he sang certain songs of his own making. 
One laughed at him, and with him, wholeheartedly; but in another instant 
one found that all this nonsense was but the upper current of a deeper sea. 
A few chords, a change of theme and he made mirth seem cheap and obvious, 
while he touched the hearts of his hearers and made their eyes moist with 
unshed tears. 

Who will ever forget his singing of John Carpenter's '* Improving Songs 
for Anxious Children' ' — among the wittiest of their kind in all musical liter- 
ature? He could wake ripples of merriment in an audience without once 
losing his boyish dignity, and he always had beautiful contrasts in reserve, 
among them many of his own settings of James Stephens' and John Mase- 
field's verses, in which he showed his heart and imagination, the sources 
from which he drew both laughter and tears, for after all, unless an artist 
has this twofold power there is no touch of genius in him. 

He was a Protean creature — Tom Dobson; versatile, mischievous, witty, 
tender, manly, lovable, full to the brim of creative talent; and all these quali- 
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ties were mirrored in his work. To those who only heard him in a few pub- 
lic recitals, this may seem fulsome praise, but it will be simple truth to the 
little circle of musical and literary friends who knew him intimately. I do 
not quite know how to measure such terms as ** greatness" and * 'littleness!" 
When I recall the hours of keen delight this boy's art gave us — the pure 
fun, the touch of sympathetic instindl that brought sudden tears, the joy 
born of the fresh revelation of some fine poem wrought into music, and 
contrast them with the boredom I have suffered when hearing some aca- 
demic darling of the critics — lean only refledl that there are voices and 
other voices, singers and other singers, artists and artisans, and interpreters 
of all sorts! There are those whose perfedtions leave one cold, and others 
who redeem their faults with every breath they draw. There is the estim- 
able human machine and there is the natural ** spellbinder,'* a part of whose 
power lies in his own feeling, and a part in the feeling that he evokes in his 
audience. There is nothing so persistent, so undying, as personality! It is 
one of the perpetual fires that continue to burn long after other flames are 
extinguished. The critics, did they review the seemingly foreshortened, un- 
finished life of this young artist, would not perhaps place him in the first 
rank; but the first rank, though never crowded, must alwa3rs include half 
a hundred names or more, and Tom Dobson, if not among these shining 
ones, would always have had, must always have had, a place all his own! 
There he is, and there he will be forever enshrined in the hearts of his loyal 
admirers and friends. It is such as he who are passionately mourned and 
never replaced. 




December, 1918. 
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BREAKFAST TIME 

The sun is always in the sky 
Whenever I get out of bed, 
And I often wonder why 
It's never late. My sister said 
She did not know who did the trick, 
And that she did not care one bit, 
And I should eat my porridge quick, 
I think it's mother wakens it. 
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THE CAT 

I walked out in my coat of pride, 

I looked abroad on every side, 

And said the mountains should not be 

Just where they were, and that the sea 

Was badly placed, and that the beach 

Should be an oak; and then from each 

I turned in dignity, as if 

They were not there. I sniffed a sniff. 

And climbed upon my sunny shelf 

And sneezed awhile and scratched myself. 
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GRAFTON STREET 

At four o'clock in dainty talk, 
Lords and lovely ladies walk 
With a gentle dignity 
From the Green to Trinity, 

And at five o'clock they take 
In a cafe tea and cake; 
Then they call a carriage, and 
Drive back into Fairyland. 
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PASTORAL 

(Katty Gallagher) 

The hill is bare; I only find 

The grass, the sky, and one small tree 

Tossing wildly in the wind, 

And that is all there is to see — 

A hill, a tree, a grass, a sky. 

Where nothing ever passes by. 
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SEUMAS BEG 

A man was sitting underneath a tree 

Outside the village, and he asked me what 

Name was upon this place, and said that he 

Was never here before. He told a lot 

Of stories to me too. His nose was flat. 

I asked him how it happened and he said. 

The first mate of the Mary Ann done that 

With a marlin'-spike one day; but he was dead, 

And a jolly good job too, and he'd have gone 

A long way to have killed him. He had 

A gold ring in one ear, the other one 

Was bit off by a crocodile, bedad — 

That's what he said. He taught me how to chew. 

He was a real nice man ; he liked me too. 
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WESTLAND ROW 

Every Sunday there's a throng 
Of pretty girls that trot along 
In a pious, breathless state; 
They ^re nearly always late 
For the Chapel, where they pray 
For their sins of Saturday. 

They have frocks of white and blue. 
Yellow sashes they have too, 
And red ribbons show each head 
Tenderly is ringletted. 
And the bell rings loud, and the 
Railway whistles urgently. 

After Chapel they will go 
Walking delicately slow 
Telling still how Father John 
Is so good to look upon, 
And such other grave affairs 
As they thought of during prayers. 
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